TRETSILENCE Ub

cried: "Oh, the bastards! They've carted me properly!" She went and
sat down by Gabriel.

"So you've finished your letter, have you?" she asked. "Are you
worried? Well, you mustn't think about it. You must be gay. We'll
go and find my friends, shall we? I think I know where they've gone."

She removed Gabriel's clown's hat,, put it on her own head, turned to
look in a mirror and said: "How does it suit me?" She then tried to
get Gabriel to his feet by pulling at his arm.

"Come on, let's go, it's boring here I"

"All right," said Gabriel, getting up. "But I must go and explain
things to her; explain them to her myself. And then we shall see after-
wards ..." he added with a wide, vague gesture.

They brought him his coat. He put a hundred-franc note in the
waiter's hand.

"What about the bill?" asked the bowing head waiter, holding out
a new one.

Gabriel made another wide, vague gesture towards the Dutch Baron.

The musicians were hurriedly putting their instruments away in their
cases, and the waiters were collecting the streamers and the pieces of
the letter into a basket.

Van Heeren, suddenly realizing that he was being abandoned, cried:
"My very dear friend!"

Then he collapsed massively on to the banquette, this time to sleep
soundly.

Gabriel went out, the prostitute clinging to him, or rather to his
overcoat, to the elegant, warm garment.

She was half-drunk herself; the shame of loneliness and the auto-
matic hope of making money made her cling like a leech to this man
who said not a word to her.

They got into the car, banged the doors shut, and Gabriel collapsed
over the steering-wheel, his head in his hands.

"What's the matter with me? What's the matter with me?" he
groaned.

He was completely bewildered by the hate and despair which alter-
nated within him.

The prostitute put her arm round his neck.

"Gome on, don't be sad; you'll see how I'll console you, darling;
you'll see," she whispered.

And she put her tongue into Gabriel's ear as if the better to make
him hear her.

Gabriel was now concentrated on trying to recall the phrases of his
letter, and in particular that brilliant, irrefutable passage which re-
solved everything.

"Did you take my letter?" he angrily asked the prostitute.

"No, honey, you tore it up yourself!"
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